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THE PHILOSOPHER'S DEVOTION
SING aloud, his praise rehearse,
Who hath made the universe.
He the boundless heavens has spread,
All the vital orbs has kned;
He that on Olympus high
Tends his flocks with watchful eye,
And this eye has multiplied
'Midst each flock for to reside:
Thus as round about they stray,
Toucheth each with out-stretched ray;
Nimble they hold on their way,
Shaping out their night and day.
Summer, winter, autumn, spring,
Their inclined axes bring.
Never slack they; none respires,
Dancing round their central fires.
In due order as they move,
Echoes sweet be gently drove
Through heaven's vast hollowness,
Which unto all corners press:
Music that the heart of Jove
Moves to joy and sportful love;
Fills the listening sailors' ears
Riding on the wandering spheres.
Neither speech nor language is
Where their voice is not transmiss.
God is good, is wise, is strong,
Witness all the creature-throng,
Is confessed by every tongue:
All things back from whence they sprung,